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was hindered by propeller trouble. My blades some-
times developed the awkward habit of breaking off
suddenly and shooting into space. I soon realized
what had happened when I heard my motor race, and
switched it off instantly.

One day the usual symptoms having developed,
namely, the engine suddenly began to roar away, so
I switched off the engine and left the pilot's seat,
walking casually round to the back of the machine to
ascertain the extent of the damage. While I was
examining the propeller-boss I heard a ' swish ' in the
air near me, and something fell on the ground just to
my left. It was one of the propeller blades. Just for
a moment I had thought someone was hiding behind
one of the bushes close by and had thrown it at me.
I felt very indignant, thinking what a foolish thing to
do. Then it dawned on me that this blade, after an
unusually lofty flight, had chosen to return to earth in
disconcerting proximity to where I was standing.

Having cured this trouble, and also others, I began
to make definite progress. It was on 8 June 1908 that
I was able to realize my dreams by making some of the
first short aeroplane flights in England.

On the occasion of the first flight I had made no
special arrangements, for it took place during one of
my many routine trials. I had been taxi-ing along the
track at Brooklands when I realized that I was clear
off the ground, not only with my front wheels, as I had
been before, but with the rear ones too.

I was flying for the first time.

Those few seconds of life gave me a most exhilarated
feeling of triumph and conquest which more than
repaid me for all my previous trials and disappoint-
ments. Achievement after incessant difficulties and
obstacles is invariably sweeter than easily-attained
success for those who accomplish it. On this occasion
I had a feeling of ecstasy which is difficult to describe.